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The Price of Conscience 


by spaceliquid 


Summary 


Rosinante would do anything to save his terminally ill adopted son. Anything. 
Even ask his estranged crime lord brother for help. 


There is a problem, though: Rosinante was the one who sent his brother to prison many 
years ago. 


Notes 


This AU is a vague merge of our world and OP world with no devil fruits, so things like 
laws, school system, and medical procedures might not be realistic. 


Chapter 1 


Rosinante did not remember his life in Mary Geoise, not really. He remembered flashes and 
sensations: warm sun on his face, him hopping on his bed and dropping face-down into the pile of 
feather-soft pillows, biting Doffy for taking the strawberry off his piece of the cake, the glow-in- 
the-dark stars glued to the ceiling of his room. Everything else faded. 


He remembered their house in the suburbs of North City a little better, even though they’d lived 
there for a very short time. Doflamingo told him that it was much smaller than their Mary Geoise 
mansion, but for little Rosi, there was not much difference. Everything is big when you are six. 


Well, not everything. The dingy apartment where Rosinante grew up was not. But this apartment, 
with its yellowish stained wallpaper, flaky paint on the ceiling, and rusty pipes in the bathroom, 
was the place he remembered as home. 


They sold their house when Mother got sick. They sold every bit of jewelry they took from Mary 
Geoise, every piece of clothing that could get a decent price. They sold the puppy Rosinante got 
for his birthday (Doffy hit him when Rosi cried, yelling at him for caring about the dog when their 
mother was sick, but what did little Rosi understand about money and hospitals?). It was all in 
vain. It was not enough. 


Mother died and was buried in a simple grave, and they had no money left. Rosinante remembered 
those times as one long, grey twilight: crying for Mother, crying from hunger, crying after being 
beaten in the streets when Doffy and he tried to steal some food. Shivering from cold, because they 
couldn’t pay for the heating in their apartment. Trying to console Father when he came back, fired 
from another low-paying job. 


Rosinante did not know how they survived for two years like this, but they must have, because one 
day, when Doflamingo was ten and their father returned once again, jobless, Doflamingo walked 
past him out of the door and disappeared. 


He returned in a week, after Rosi and his father lost all hope of finding him (the police filed a 
missing child report but did not seem enthusiastic about searching for a Donquixote). He seemed 
thinner but harder somehow, and the corners of his mouth were stuck in a deep, rigid frown. There 
were a couple of new scratches on his legs and arms, but otherwise, he was unharmed. And in his 
hand, he had a stack of bills. 


Rosinante remembered his father dropping to his knees in front of Doffy, hugging him, but Doffy 
did not budge, did not even lift a hand to hug him back. 


“Ts this... Oh god.” Father looked at the money in Doflamingo’s hand. “Doffy, where did you get 
it?” 


Doffy shrugged with one shoulder. 


“Tt’s five hundred belli,” he said. “Go pay for the electricity.”” He sounded... commanding. Like he 
was talking to a servant. 


This new tone stayed. With Rosi, Doflamingo still talked normally; but whenever he opened his 
mouth to talk to their father, all that came out of it were commands. He kept disappearing often, 
although never for that long. He stopped going to school, showing up only for tests, which he aced. 
But he kept bringing money — sometimes less, sometimes more. 


Rosi understood that something bad was going on. He heard Father question Doffy late in the 
evening, when they thought Rosi was asleep. Father demanded to know where Doffy was getting 
the money, why he was skipping school, if he was doing something illegal... 


“You must answer me! I am your father!” Rosi heard Father shout at last — not angry, never angry, 
their father never lifted a finger against them, never even raised his voice at them — but worse: 
desperate. 


“Are you?” Doflamingo’s voice was icy cold. Rosi flinched, wrapping his blanket tighter around 
himself. He had never been more scared of his brother. 


And Father — Father was shaken too, because his voice quivered when he gasped: 
“W-what..?” 


“T don’t think you can call yourself our father. You cannot even keep a job for two days.” 
Doflamingo’s voice was rising, cracking, sometimes ringing high and childish, and sometimes 
dropping into the teenage baritone. “You are a weak, pathetic idiot! You wanted to live like a 
common man? Well, you can’t! You suck at being a common man, and you gave our fortune 
away! You got us here, in this shithole! You killed Mother!” Now Doffy was yelling, and Rosi 
squeezed his eyes shut, not wishing to listen but unable to stop. “/ am the one who pays our bills. / 
keep the food on the table. And you will not question me!” 


There were loud steps, the door slammed, and heavy, leaden silence descended upon the apartment. 
Rosi lay in his bed, afraid to move, afraid to breathe, tears rolling down his cheeks and wetting his 
thin old pillow. He was afraid, he wanted to comfort his father, comfort Doffy, but couldn’t bring 
himself to move. He felt that something important, something fundamental had just been 
destroyed, like a law of nature was suddenly broken. 


Their family changed after that night. Something shattered in their father, because after that, he did 
not question Doflamingo anymore. He did not go to search for jobs or beg for money. He still 
smiled at Rosi, and helped him with his homework, and cleaned his scuffs and bruises (not all of 
them gotten through his clumsiness, but Rosi did not want to bother his father with his school 
problems). When Doflamingo was home, Father became quiet, demure. Now it was Doffy who sat 
at the head of the table, and it was Father who served them food (sometimes burned and sometimes 
not fully cooked, but Rosi never complained, and Father ruffled his hair and told him that he was 
still learning). 


Rosi hated it, being at home with both of them. It was like being in the middle of a warzone, and 
Doffy was a ticking bomb, ready to explode at any moment. It was the worst when they went to 
visit Mother’s grave, although Doflamingo kept his temper under control at the graveyard. 


But when the two of them were alone, his older brother sometimes reappeared; he held Rosi’s hand 
as they walked to school, or play-wrestled with him in a pile of autumn leaves. 


He waited for Rosi outside school one November morning and frowned at the torn collar of Rosi’s 
shirt and his sopping wet shoes. 


“The hell is that,” Doffy asked, his eyes narrowing behind the sunglasses. Rosi shuffled his feet. 
“T fell into a puddle.” 
“Inside?” 


Rosi averted his eyes. He did just come out of the building. 


Doffy’s frown deepened. He grabbed Rosi by the jacket, pulled the shirt’s collar, and peeked down 
at Rosinante’s body. Rosi gulped; Doffy couldn’t miss the bruises. 


“Are you being bullied?” Doffy asked, his voice strangely even. Doffy himself was a target too, in 
the beginning; but when attacked, he fought back, and the way he fought was terrible to look at: he 
went for eyes and teeth, like he was actually trying to kill his opponents. After the first time he 
brought a knife to the fight, the other kids left him alone. 


Rosinante supposed they vented their dislike of their family at him. 


But he did not want Doffy to think that he was weak, so he shook his head. Doflamingo studied 
him for a moment, then sighed and let him go. 


“We'll deal with it later. Come, Rosi.” Doflamingo smiled, and it was a good smile — one that Rosi 
knew from his childhood. “I was pretty lucky this week, so I have a plan.” 


Rosinante took his hand, just happy to have his brother for a moment. 


Doflamingo’s plan was a surprise, though. He brought Rosi to a shopping center and took him 
straight to the clothes shop, where he proceeded to buy an entire new wardrobe for Rosi: jeans, 
shirts, a new jacket to replace the one he outgrew, two pairs of shoes (Rosi was happy to get out of 
the wet ones that he fished out of the toilet after the other boys got bored of tormenting him). The 
sales clerks looked suspiciously at the two kids shopping without adults, but the money that Doffy 
procured out of his pocket (and, probably, the look on Doffy’s face) kept them quiet. 


Rosi was already overjoyed, but then they went to the next store and got him a pile of school stuff 
complete with a new school bag. And then, as if this day couldn’t get more miraculous, they went 
for a pizza and an ice cream. 


Rosinante did not want to question his luck and definitely did not want to question Doffy (his 
horrible argument with Father still plagued Rosi’s nightmares). But he felt warm, happy, and 
content, and his brother was eating an ice cream on the bench next to him, so Rosinante asked: 


“Ts it okay that we spent so much money?” 
Doflamingo laughed, flicking Rosinante’s nose. 


“Yes, silly. I told you, I had some luck this week.” He licked his ice cream. “Don’t worry, Rosi. 
Our father might’ ve dragged us into the gutter, but [’ll get us out. Just you wait.” 


Hearing Doffy speak about Father like this made Rosi squirm uncomfortably. But the warm 
atmosphere of the moment still lingered, so he dared to push: 


“Doffy? Why are you so angry at Father?” 
In an instant, Doflamingo’s face darkened. 
“Do you know who we are, Rosi?” 
“Um...” 


“We are Celestial Dragons. We are the World Nobles, Rosi.” Rosinante knew that, the bullies at 
school kept reminding him as they kicked him in the ribs. “Do you know what it means?” 


Rosinante hesitated. Being a Celestial Dragon was bad — that’s what other kids said, and what 


Father said, too, when he watched TV with Rosi and the World Nobles were mentioned. But 
Rosinante did not want to say it to Doffy. It would be like telling Doffy that he was bad, and 
Rosinante would never say that. He loved his brother, and although Doffy was scary sometimes, 
and rude to Father, but Doffy loved him too, and he worked hard to earn money (although Rosi was 
still unsure what Doffy’s job was). 


“Tt means people don’t like us,” he said at last. 
Doflamingo snorted. 


“You bet they don’t.” He became serious again. “It means we are special, Rosi. We were born to 
rule all of this,” he made a vague gesture with his ice cream. “We should have never known hunger 
or pain. We should have had the best clothes, the best food, the best doctors. No one dies of 
sickness is Mary Geoise, Rosi!” Rosinante couldn’t see Doflamingo’s eyes behind the sunglasses, 
but he could tell that his brother was not seeing his surroundings anymore. Rosi reached out and 
squeezed his hand. 


“Our idiot father gave all of that away,” Doflamingo continued, hoarse and bitter. “Gave our 
fortune to charity. Our fortune could have saved Mother! That so-called ‘charity’ did not. Father 
wanted to live like a common man, but common men have to work to survive.” Doffy’s lips 
curved, baring his teeth. “That moron couldn’t even keep a job.” 


“Father said he was black...listed?” Father tried to explain it to Rosinante once, and although Rosi 
did not fully understand the concept, he understood that the other Celestial Dragons made it so 
Father couldn’t find jobs. 


Doffy just waved his hand dismissively. 


“So what? J get money somehow, don’t I? So he cannot get a cozy official job, big deal. He could 
load wares or clean toilets, but of course, it’s too hard a job for a delicate flower from Mary 
Geoise.” Doflamingo laughed again, but this laugh was sharp and unpleasant. “Any commoner can 
do it much better than our father. He cannot even clean our flat properly.” 


“Ts this what you do? Clean toilets?” Rosi asked, genuinely curious. Doffy stared at him for a 
moment with his mouth agape and then hit him on the back of the head. 


“No, stupid!” 
But this defused the tension somewhat, and they finished the ice cream in companionable silence. 


When they got home, Father marveled at Rosinante’s new clothes and kept thanking Doffy, so that 
even Rosi’s grumpy brother did not snap at him too much. 


Rosinante’s joy waned a little on the next day when he approached school (alone; Doffy went to 
his mysterious “work” again). Rosinante did not care for his bruises much, but he looked at his 
new clothes and bag with pain. His brother bought it all for him, and now the other kids would 
certainly ruin them... Maybe he could wear his old things to school? 


But, oddly enough, his bullies did not appear. In fact, they did not show up at school at all. 
Someone mentioned a hospital; was there an epidemic? A lot of people got sick in November. 
Rosinante himself, for all his clumsiness, rarely got sick. 


When his bullies returned to school, they left Rosinante alone. 


ok KK 


Years flew by, and the family settled down into the new routine. Father took care of the flat and 
even got better at cooking (although cleaning still wasn’t his forte). Rosinante went to school. 
Doflamingo was barely at home. 


At twelve, he looked fifteen — partially due to his height (he had just hit a growth spurt), partially 
due to the way he dressed. His ears were pierced, his simple sunglasses were replaced with fancier 
ones with red-tinted glass, and his clothes managed to look both revealing and aggressive. He 
started smoking and coming home reeking of alcohol. 


He also got some friends to hang out with. 


Rosinante did not like his brother’s friends. They swarmed around him like fat flies around a steak 
and hung onto his every word. The younger boys were okay, Rosinante supposed — a hulking quiet 
one and a brunette who also wore sunglasses (poser! Doffy’s were prescribed to him because of his 
eyes’ sensitivity, while this loser just copied Doffy). But there were also two adults, and, in Rosi’s 

opinion, them hanging out with three teenagers was just plain creepy. 


But Doffy did not care for his opinion — and definitely not for his father’s. Homing’s attempts to 
stop him from going out at night or reprimand him for smoking quickly deteriorated into one-sided 
screaming matches with Doffy accusing their father of killing Mother. To this, Homing had nothing 
to say. 


“It’s okay, Rosi,” Father always said, stroking his hair, when Rosi comforted him afterwards. 
“Doffy did not mean it.” 


But Rosinante knew that his brother meant every word. And that his father was helpless to stop 
Doffy from doing anything he wanted. 


o8 KK 


At fifteen, Doflamingo was already as tall as Father, and definitely stronger. He also started 
dressing better. His tastes were still quite... extravagant, but the fabrics’ quality increased, and 
Rosinante recognized some labels. He also carried car keys in his pocket, although Rosinante had 
never seen his car. But Doflamingo did not only care about himself: while he never invested in 
repairing the apartment and never gave any pocket money to his father, Rosinante got a generous 
allowance, good clothes, bags, and a phone. It quickly became clear to Rosinante that anything he 
would ask of his brother, he would get. 


Anything but new things for Father. 


“Tt’s okay, Rosi,” Father said as he washed the dishes (Doflamingo never bothered to buy a 
dishwasher). “Your brother is going through a difficult age. But he cares about you a lot.” 


“You are his father,” Rosinante said stubbornly, staring into his teacup. 


He heard Homing sigh. It was a sad, defeated sigh, and for a moment Rosinante thought he 
understood his brother — the disgust and disappointment he felt when looking at this man who gave 
up, leaving his young son to support the family, letting his young son treat him like dirt. 


But in the next moment, Rosinante shuddered, horrified at himself. He would never become like 
his brother. Father was trying his best in the situation he was in, with the upbringing he had. 
Rosinante and Doflamingo learned to fend for themselves since childhood; Homing got his first 
lesson too late. 


His father’s hands, cold and wet after washing the dishes, lay on his shoulders. 


“Don’t judge your brother too harshly,” Homing said, smiling at Rosinante. “Want to hear a 
secret?” 


“A secret?” 
Homing’s smile widened. 


“Doffy is saving money for your college.” Seeing Rosinante’s shocked eyes, Homing chuckled and 
winked. “But I did not tell this to you, got it?” 


Rosinante swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded. Going to college had been his dream; he 
wanted to become a lawyer, to help people in tough spots. But this had been an unattainable dream 
so far — even Doffy did not plan to go to college, it was simply too expensive. 


“How do you know?” he managed to utter. 


“T saw the papers for the bank account. It’s open in your name and will be available for you when 
you turn eighteen.” Homing rubbed Rosinante’s shoulder. “And trust me, son: I am happy to do the 
dishes all day and wear old clothes if it means that you can make your dream come true.” 


But there was another family member whom Doflamingo treated kindly. One of the earliest things 
he did was to replace the simple wooden cross on their mother’s grave with a beautiful tombstone 
of pink marble. Visiting Mother’s grave remained the only thing they still did as a family. 
Somehow, the mere ghost of her presence managed to soften the sharp lines of Doffy’s mouth, and 
when he bowed down to place flowers on her grave, Rosinante almost recognized his brother. 


ok KK 


The disaster struck when Rosinante was sixteen. He was becoming quite tall himself, although his 
brother was way ahead of him — strong and broad-shouldered, towering over both him and their 
father. He also started looking at Rosinante with new eyes; sometimes Rosinante caught his 
brother studying him appraisingly, as if evaluating him for something. There was fondness in his 
gaze too, but this scared Rosinante even more. It meant Doffy liked what he was seeing. 


Rosinante was aware that his brother’s “job” was most certainly not legal. And he, personally, 
wanted nothing to do with it — especially considering his dream of becoming a lawyer. A criminal 
brother was just as big of a problem for Rosinante’s chosen profession as the Celestial Dragon 
background. But while Rosinante was ready to fight against the latter, he did not want to deal with 
the former. 


He was thankful to Doffy, he truly was. He was aware that it was his brother’s money that bought 
him food, clothes, and paid the bills. He knew that his brother had to give up his childhood for 
their sake. But when Doffy strolled up to him and asked him to deliver a package to a guy at his 
school, Rosinante’s answer was plain: 


“No.” 


“No?” Doflamingo pushed his sunglasses a little lower, looking at him over their rim, incredulous 
but still in good humor. “Really, Rosi? And here I thought I earned some respect from my dear 
little brother.” 


“T am not bringing a suspicious package to my school.” Doffy kept staring at him, and Rosinante 
sighed. “Look, I’m sure one of your friends would love to do it for you.” 


“None of my friends goes to your school.” Doflamingo put his glasses back on. “Come on, the 


package is for your teacher.” 


That made Rosinante pause. A teacher? He originally thought his brother was dealing with one of 
the older kids, selling weed or stolen sound systems, but what would he do with a teacher? 


“Tt’s not a bomb, is it?” he said darkly, and Doffy threw back his head and laughed. 


“My dear Rosi, if I planned to blow up your school, I would definitely get you out first.” He 
grinned. “So, it’s a yes?” 


Rosinante grunted affirmatively. 
“Bring your damn package.” 


ok KK 


The package turned out to be a simple envelope, and the teacher in question was Mr. Caesar, the 
chemistry teacher and a huge weirdo. But Rosinante had always thought him to be a harmless 
weirdo. Sure, he looked like a poster child for stranger danger, but from what Rosinante saw, 
Caesar was lusting only for one thing: science, and wanted to touch only one thing: his precious 
chemicals. 


Even so, Rosinante did exactly what he planned from the very beginning: hid in an empty closet 
and opened the envelope Doffy gave him. Inside, there were four small plastic bags with white 
powder, which Rosinante immediately examined. 


Now, he was not a lawyer yet, and definitely not a cop, but he watched and read enough to be able 
to identify the powder as SAD — a new and very deadly drug that recently hit the country. It had a 
very recognizable smell. 


Rosinante sat down on the floor and leaned on the wall, his head spinning. 
His brother was not selling weed or breaking into cars. 
His brother was selling hard drugs. 


ok Kok 


Rosinante did not know what to do with this new knowledge, so he did the only thing that came to 
his mind: he turned to his father. He half-expected Father to defend Doffy again, as he always did — 
but, to his surprise, for the second time in his life, Donquixote Homing took a stand. 


“Drugs!” Homing cried, covering his face. “My son is a drug dealer!” 


In the yellow electric light of their living room, Doflamingo resembled a sallow wax statue of some 
savage deity, towering over his father and brother with his arms crossed on his chest. 


He ignored Homing, glaring right at Rosinante. 


“You did not pass even the simplest test, brother,” he said. He dared to sound disappointed. “Good 
thing that I only gave you samples.” 


“T don’t even want to know what you think about me, brother, if you thought I would help you sell 
drugs,” Rosinante answered. Calm on the outside, he was practically shaking inside. 


“T thought that we were family,” Doflamingo replied. “But clearly, you took after our father.” 


“In this case, I have no idea whom you took after.” This was Homing — which, seemingly, shocked 
all three. For the first time in the conversation, Doflamingo looked — actually looked — at his 
father. 


Despite being small and frail, Homing stood with his back rigidly straight, his usually kind eyes 
stormy. 


“Excuse me?” Doflamingo said, slowly and very quietly. 


“T suspected you were earning money by some illegal means,” Homing said, his voice full of long- 
forgotten dignity. “But I never thought that my own son would sell death. In a school, no less! Had 
I known, I would have never taken a single belli from you. Iam appalled, Doflamingo. And to 
think that you bought Rosinante things with drug money! That our food and clothes were paid with 
death and suffering of others! What else did you do?” 


A vein bulged on Doflamingo’s forehead, and Rosinante took an involuntary step back. This was a 
tell-tale sign of one of his brother’s infamous tantrums. 


But Doflamingo did not shout. When he spoke, he did so with unexpected sweetness. 


“You are appalled, eh? Ashamed of using such dirty money?” Doflamingo tilted his head, grinning, 
and it was the grin of a wild beast. “Why, Father, you never asked where it came from. You took it 
without asking where a child could get it. But Iam happy to enlighten you. I sold drugs. I 
blackmailed. I beat the debts out of people. When I was too young to do that, I mugged people in 
the street. I picked pockets. I sucked dicks in the back alleys. Are you ashamed, Father?” With 
every line, Doflamingo took a step forward, until he was looming over Homing, who was pale and 
shaken, gawking at his son from below. 


“Doffy, enough!” Rosinante yelled, but Doflamingo only spared him a short glance. 


“Shut up, Rosi.” His focus was on Homing again. “I did all of this to drag us out of the ditch where 
you put us.” He patted Homing’s stomach — a crude, demeaning gesture. “You grew some fat on 
your belly, Father. How does it feel, knowing that you got fat on your son’s dirty money?” 


Homing did not answer, couldn’t answer; he simply kept staring at Doflamingo, all blood gone 
from his skin, horror and pity battling on his face. And finally, Doflamingo’s thin self-control 
broke. 


“What?! Got nothing to say to me?!” he yelled, face contorted in a grimace that even his sunglasses 
couldn’t hide. He grabbed Homing’s shoulder and shoved him away, but with such strength that 
the man slammed into a wall, hitting his head against it. Doflamingo spat, turned around, and 
stormed out of the apartment. 


Rosinante ran to his father. The back of Homing’s head was slowly turning red, but it seemed to be 
just a shallow wound, nothing serious. 


“Father,” Rosinante murmured, not knowing what else to say, and tried to help him up. Homing 
winced but shook his head. 


“Tm okay... Oh, Doffy.” He covered his face. “When did it go so wrong? When did I lose him?” 


“He’s always been like this,” Rosinante said, surprising himself. But then, perhaps, his brother had 
always been a monster. 


Now, however, Rosinante was not a helpless child anymore. And maybe, it was time he did 


something about it. For their sake... And Doffy’s. 


ok Kok 


Police Chief Sengoku was surprised, to say the least, to receive a confession from a former 
Celestial Dragon. But Donquixote Rosinante, a lanky and clumsy teenager who managed to fall off 
his chair in Sengoku’s office twice, gave him a detailed report of how he carried SAD samples into 
a school, and then proceeded to give him the name and description of the person who gave the 
samples to him (Donquixote Doflamingo, the boy's own brother, for god's sake!), the descriptions 
of his accomplices, and all additional information he could remember. The boy’s father, crushed 
and defeated, was sitting next to him, staring at the floor, but when asked, confirmed everything. 
As the investigation progressed, it turned even crazier: apparently, the aforementioned Donquixote 
Doflamingo was not some random dealer, but the mastermind behind the recent SAD epidemic (an 
eighteen-year-old, seriously ?!). 


The trial was swift, and justice was ruthless. Doflamingo was sentenced to ten years of prison — a 
harsh punishment, as some thought, considering the young age of the accused and extenuating 
circumstances; the pitying looks stopped the moment people were reminded that they were dealing 
with a Celestial Dragon, albeit former. 


Throughout the trial, Doflamingo never looked at his father and brother. When they were called to 
testify, he just stared past them, his face a stone mask. 


They went to visit him in prison, but it changed nothing. Forced into the meeting room, 
Doflamingo sat there patiently, ignoring all attempts to talk to him. His sunglasses, that he was 
allowed to keep, were an impenetrable shield. 


Rosinante stopped visiting after the first two times. His attempts to explain why he did what he did 
were met with the same silence, so he gave up, burying the few good memories of his brother deep 
in his heart (although now he questioned those memories too — did his loving elder brother ever 
exist? Or was it always a thin disguise?). His father kept trying, until one day he returned home 
distraught and confused. 


“The warden said Doffy did not want to meet.” Homing stared at his hands, as if unsure where else 
to look. “I suppose he found a way to bribe them?” 


Rosinante forced a smile for his father’s sake. 


“See? I told you he’d be fine. Even in prison, Doffy is Doffy.” He grabbed his father’s shoulder, 
breaking his trance. “He’ll come around,” he said with conviction he did not feel. “Just give him 
time.” 


Homing smiled in return, and Rosinante felt a little better about his lie. Anything to keep his father 
going. 


Now he was all that Rosinante had. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Life became harder during Rosinante’s last two years of school. But Sengoku pulled some strings, 
and while even he could not help Homing's case (the Celestial Dragons did not forgive the one 
man who dared to defy them and remind them of their humanity), he was able to get Rosinante a 
part-time job in the precinct's cafeteria. It wasn't much, but they got by. Homing did end up 
cleaning — not the toilets, though; just the staircases in their apartment building. It was a different 
apartment building — they were forced to move for witness protection. Their new apartment was 
still cheap and small, but not that terrible. 


And then, finally, the school was over, and Rosinante turned eighteen. With a pounding heart, he 
opened the letter he got from the bank which granted him access to the savings account that was 
opened in his name. The letter contained a financial overview. 


Rosinante and Homing sat at their table, looking at the letter like it was a cursed parchment from a 

long-forgotten age. The sum was... impressive. It would fully cover the tuition if Rosinante went to 
college, and maybe even two or three years of rent and living costs. Rosinante’s dream was here, in 
his grasp, attainable with a single signature. 


And yet he couldn't bring himself to touch the paper. This money, this sum that seemed 
astronomical to him... he knew how it was earned. How many people paid with their health, with 
their lives for Rosinante’s chance to go to college? How many people did Doflamingo beat up, 
threaten, and drive to addiction to collect this much? 


“T can't take it,” Rosinante heard himself saying, still staring at the paper. “I'm sorry, Father. But I 
can't. I...” 


A warm hand lay on his shoulder, and he was pulled into an embrace. 
“Shhh, Rosi... I understand.” 
Rosinante sobbed, but no tears fell. All he felt was relief. 


He ended up donating the entire sum to the rehabilitation center for youth with addictions. A lot of 
its patients were victims of his brother's SAD enterprise. 


Rosinante gave up on his dream of becoming a lawyer, but hey, they all had to make sacrifices. 
And as a former Celestial Dragon, Rosinante felt that it was his duty, even. He just hoped that he 
would be able to save at least someone; atone at least for something. 


But finding jobs was still a problem. After some thought, Rosinante did the only thing that seemed 
like a decent choice: he enlisted into the police force. Perhaps Sengoku pulled some strings again, 
or perhaps serving the government was considered a fitting punishment for the son of a fallen 
Celestial Dragon; whatever it was, it worked out. And while Rosinante could not become a lawyer, 
he could still fight for justice. Or something like that. 


He could forget about a career, of course; he was allowed to have an income, but no power or 
recognition. Rosinante wasn't too disappointed: in the end, he ended up doing the real work, 
patrolling the streets and actually helping citizens, while poor Sengoku was stuck dealing with 
politicians and endless paperwork. Rosinante's life slowly became routine, and he even found some 


friends at work. Yet almost every evening, he returned home to his father, who became quite a 
talented cook. 


They visited Rosinante’s mother's grave regularly, and so it was one of these visits that brought a 
disturbance into Rosinante’s steady life. 


They walked up to the grave, carrying a bouquet of flowers as always, when an unexpected sight 
made them both stop in their tracks. On the marble tomb (arguably, the only legacy of Doflamingo 
that did not bring a bitter taste to Rosinante’s mouth), there were already flowers: a beautiful, lush 
bouquet of Mother's favorite lilies. It put Rosinante’s own modest carnation bouquet to shame. 


He exchanged confused glances with his father. Apart from them, no one came to Mother's grave, 
and no one cared that she ever existed. Except... 


Homing's breath hitched, and he took a short step toward the grave. 
“Can it be..?” He turned to Rosinante. “Doffy?” 
Rosinante felt cold, hard claws dig into his heart. His father sounded so hopeful! 


“He still has five years to go,” Rosinante said, trying to calm his pulse and suppressing the desire 
to look around like a hunted rabbit. “Unless he got released early?” 


“He must be! Who else could it be?” Homing looked at the lilies lovingly. “But why didn't he 
come to us? I'm sure the warden has our new address...” 


Rosinante had an idea why, but decided not to twist the metaphorical knife in his father's wound. 
Somehow, Homing still had hope for Doffy. His father was truly too optimistic for his own good. 


When they got home, Rosinante called the prison and learned that yes, Donquixote Doflamingo 
was indeed released early “for good behavior” (Rosinante did not believe this for a moment; more 
likely, Doffy's goons bailed him out). 


Homing was happy, but kept wondering why Doffy did not come to them. It pained Rosinante to 
listen to his father's musings, so he asked the warden if Doflamingo left any contact information. 


“We do not give the inmates' private information to third parties,” the voice on the phone informed 
him coldly. 


“We are not a third party, we are his family,” Rosinante tried to argue, but got interrupted: 
“No information.” 


For several weeks, the two of them lived with the spirit of Doflamingo silently hovering between 
them, Rosinante waking up in the middle of the night, terrified that his brother might come after 
them for revenge, and Homing pacing in the living room, his eyes full of longing, trying to 
convince himself that his son would come to visit, maybe he's busy right now, maybe next week... 
Rosinante couldn't watch it. 


But weeks turned into months, and Doflamingo never showed up. It was like he never left prison; 
like his family ceased to exist for him. In Rosinante’s opinion, this was for the better. For Homing, 
it was another crushing blow: he lost some weight, and stopped caring for his hair and mustache 
that he kept trimmed even during the worst times. It became clear that Doflamingo did not forgive 
them. 


The only traces of his existence were the lilies that kept appearing on their mother's grave every 
month. Homing had the plan to keep watch at the graveyard to try and catch Doffy there, but after 
the first attempt, he caught a horrible cold and, fortunately, abandoned the idea. Or, perhaps, 
accepted that Doffy did not want to see them. 
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Two years passed, until Rosinante heard his brother's name again, mentioned in the hallways of the 
precinct. He tried to do some research, but apparently, his brother was doing legitimate business 
now — although Rosinante seriously doubted that this was all Doffy did. With the Donquixote 
name being blacklisted, Doffy had to resort to some crooked ways to keep his business afloat. 
Officially, he was the founder and CEO of a biotech start-up. In the photos, he looked the part — 
Doflamingo abandoned the rebellious fashion of his teenage years in favor of dapper suits and 
brand dress shoes. The effect was a little ruined by an awful pink feather coat he was wearing on 
top, but Rosinante supposed that no amount of money could buy a good taste. Neither could it buy 
a conscience for a man who never had one. 


Rosinante was right, of course. Very soon he started hearing about Doffy again - mostly from 
Sengoku, who devoured many bags of rice crackers in frustration, because apparently, he couldn't 
arrest Doflamingo as there was no evidence he was in any way connected to the new SMILE drug 
or the increase in arms sales on the black market. Rosinante couldn't help this time: he was a 
simple patrol cop who stopped thugs from robbing convenience stores, not some high-profile 
detective. This kind of crime was beneath Doflamingo nowadays. Rosinante supposed this was a 
balancing act of sorts: one brother was extremely successful, the other was a failure; one brother 
was a monster in human skin, the other at least tried to live a decent life. 


Perhaps he should get a hobby, Rosinante thought, lighting a cigarette as he stood in the precinct's 
parking lot. Or maybe a pet. He couldn't keep obsessing over his brother. Doffy moved on, and so 
should he. 
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Rosinante thought that he might end up bringing a stray cat home; what he did not expect was that 
he ended up bringing home a stray child. 


The kid tried to mug him in the dark alleyway. It was Rosinante’s day off, and he was coming 
home after a long fruitless evening at the bar (the bartender, who knew he was a cop, even asked 
him if he got his partner shot recently; haha, very funny!). When a scrawny, pale kid in a spotted 
white hat blocked his way, aiming a gun at him and demanding Rosinante’s wallet, Rosinante felt a 
pang of pain in his chest, so sharp that he tripped and fell on his ass, scaring the kid in the process. 


He promptly disarmed the little brat, grabbed him by his collar, and dragged him home, the kid 
squirming and biting him along the way. 


At home, Homing was, to put it mildly, flabbergasted. But the moment he saw the kid's 
malnourished body and angry eyes, his heart melted. Homing managed to lure the boy into the 
bath, talking to him softly as he washed his greasy black hair. Soon, the boy was devouring soup 
and fried rice with eggs in the kitchen, glaring at Rosinante over the top of his plate, while Homing, 
happy and excited, fussed over him. 


Trafalgar Law, as the kid introduced himself, performed a miracle: he filled the gaping hole that 
Doflamingo left in his father's heart. Homing even appeared younger, as if his little “grandson” 
breathed new life into him. But all his attempts to get Law's story out of him broke against the 
impenetrable wall of silence. 


Rosinante did not push the kid. He could see all too well that something terrible happened to him in 
the past, something that drove him toward the same path that Doffy took. Rosinante just wanted to 
keep Law away from it. He wanted to set the kid right, that was all. 


He kept telling himself that as he drove Law to school, as he walked after Law in the anatomy 
museum, listening to him babble about different systems of the human body, as he stayed up late 
watching movies with him when Law was ill, even as he signed the adoption papers. He just 
wanted to keep Law away from crime. 


All these lies were shattered by one short phrase that Law told him one morning when his cold did 
not improve after two weeks of bed rest. 


“T'm dying.” 


“No you aren't,” Rosinante said, stirring honey in the hot cup of tea. “It's a bad cold, but you'll get 
better.” 


“Tt's not a cold.” Law coughed, covering his mouth. “Not only cold, I mean. I wasn't honest with 
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you. 
Rosinante’s stirring motions stopped. He narrowed his eyes, taking in Law's serious expression. 


“T come from Flevance,” Law said, eyes glued to his lap, and coughed again. “I... I got out during 
the 'clean-up'. When they killed everybody.” His lips quivered for a moment, and Rosinante saw 
his Adam's apple bob. The teacup was scalding hot in his hand, but he did not notice it anymore. 
“T've got the white lead disease. It's not contagious, don't worry... But I have about six months left.” 
He lowered his head even more. “I'm sorry I didn't tell you before. I... wasted all your food and 
money and...” 


The cup crashed, dropped on the floor, but Rosinante did not care: he pulled Law into a tight hug 
and saw his own hands shake, fingers digging into the shirt on Law's back. 


“You did not waste anything,” Rosinante said firmly. “And you are not dying. The white lead 
disease is curable, it's just difficult to treat. But we will cure you.” He took Law by his shoulders 
and forced him to meet his eyes. “I promise.” 


ok Kok 


The white lead disease was, indeed, curable. After the disaster at Flevance, pharma companies 
rushed to develop a cure for it, just in case (or maybe, the thought of abandoning highly profitable 
amber lead mines was too unbearable for the World Government). 


“The disease is in its final state,” a doctor with kind eyes behind thin-rimmed glasses said, taking 
off his rubber gloves. “You can dress up, son.” 


“But you can still cure it, right?” Rosinante pressed as he helped Law put his shirt on. 


“We must operate as soon as possible, but yes.” The doctor returned to his seat behind the desk. 
Rosinante cast a triumphant glance at Law. “Fortunately for you, our hospital procured the 
necessary equipment recently; the only other hospital that has it is on the other side of the country. 
We can find a slot in two or three weeks. Middle of May, perhaps?” Rosinante nodded; he did not 
care when, all he could think about was that Law was going to live, Law was going to be fine! 


“Tt will cost two million belli.” 


Rosinante's smile froze on his face. He saw Law pale and turned to the doctor again. The man was 
looking at him through the spectacles with his kind grey eyes. 


“Would you prefer a direct bank transfer?” 

Rosinante counted to ten in his head. 

“T don't have that much money,” he said. The doctor's lips tightened into a thin line. 

“T am sorry, sir.” 

“Can't... can't we find a different way? A...” Rosinante gulped. “A less... costly operation?” 
“White lead disease is very rare, sir,” the doctor said. ““The operation costs two million belli.” 


Rosinante couldn't reply, because he heard the sound of a chair being pushed, a child's hurried 
steps, and a slam of a door. 
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“Two million,” Homing whispered, his hands clutching the edge of the kitchen table. His hands 
were all Rosinante could see with his own head dropped onto his palms. Law locked himself in his 
room after their return from the hospital and refused to talk. 


“They can't be serious,” Homing muttered. “They cannot refuse to treat a dying child!” 


“They can and they will,” Rosinante snapped bitterly. “Like they refused to treat Mother when we 
ran out of money.” 


He heard his father collapse on a chair. For a moment, all was silent, and then Rosinante heard it — 
a quiet, muffled sob. 


“Father?” 


“Tt's all my fault,” Homing groaned, his face hidden behind his long hair. “If I... If I didn't give 
away our...” 


“Tt's not your fault,” Rosinante cut him off. “It's not your fault those fuckers would let a person die 
just because they cannot pay!” He stood up. “We'll come up with something. I'll take a loan.” 


“No one will give you a loan,” Homing replied quietly. “Not to my son.” 
“T'll borrow from my colleagues.” 
“Two million belli?” 


Rosinante did not reply. He knew that none of his friends had a sum that big. And he would never 
be able to pay it back. 


He opened his mouth to say something, but a creak of the door stopped him. Law stood in the 
kitchen's doorway, pale and serious, dark rings under his eyes making his face resemble a skull. 
His hat was drawn low, his fists were clenched. 


“You don't need to borrow anything,” he said in an awfully even, adult tone. “You were very kind 
to me, both of you. But I've known for years that I would die soon.” His lips trembled, but his 
voice did not. “It's too late. Even if they operate, it won't help. My father was a doctor, he treated 


many patients with white lead disease. I would know. I...” 


“Enough, Law.” Rosinante stood up, suddenly resolute. “I promised we would cure you, didn't I? 
And we will. I have an idea.” He winked at Law, just as his stomach dropped. 


Law was a child. No child should be trying to be an adult when there were actual adults around. 


Rosinante promised, and he would fulfill his promise. No matter what. 
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Rosinante took a walk to clear his head. The April evenings were still cold, although one could 
already smell the spring in the air. 


Spring; the season of new life. The season of life, and Law was dying, dying like Mother was many 
years ago, only this time it was Rosinante's responsibility to stop it from passing. 


They did not have much time. Each day was decreasing Law's chances of survival, operation or 
not. No time for crowdfunding, no time to beg various charities for help, and who would help a 
Donquixote? 


Rosinante lit up a cigarette and took a long drag. He knew the answer to his question, knew it from 
the moment he saw that look on Law's face — the look of a child who had nothing to lose. 


And really, what did Rosinante have to lose? His pride? He'd gladly sacrifice it if it meant saving 
Law. 


He flicked the cigarette into the trash bin, took out his old cracked phone, and searched for the 
address of Donquixote Industries’ head office. 


ok Kok 


It turned out, getting a hold of his brother was a tough task. Polite smiling ladies at the reception of 
Donquixote Industries HQ either did not believe him when he claimed to be Doflamingo's brother 
or did not care; and polite smiling security men in suits politely but firmly kicked him out of the 
building. Looking for other addresses where Doffy could be doing his business was futile, and 
Rosinante did not want to involve Sengoku in what could quickly become an illegal operation. 


Rosinante tried Doflamingo's private address, but he couldn't even scale the high wall surrounding 
the mansion. A polite voice from the intercom informed him that if he did not leave this property in 
thirty seconds, they would start shooting. 


Rosinante returned to the Donquixote Industries HQ. Watching the entrance did not help: Doffy did 
not show up, and the security guards, not smiling anymore, approached him and quite impolitely 
informed him that he was not welcome there. That's when Rosinante spotted two children running 
past the guards and past the reception with their school backpacks on; no one stopped them. 


The next day, Rosinante found them at the playground in the park next to the Donquixote 
Industries building. The children — a chubby boy of around twelve and a dark-haired girl four or 
five years younger — accepted his bribe in the form of ice cream, but very soon Rosinante learned 
that the little brats were smarter than they looked: they kept asking him for more ice cream and 
telling him about their school and games but did not share a single bit of useful information. 


“What did you do in that office building?” 


“Our family works there.” 

“Do you know a man called Doflamingo?” 

“He's the boss.” 

“Have you seen him?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“Do you know where he is?” 

“Nuh-uh.” 

Rosinante sighed. Clearly, he needed a different approach. 


“Look,” he said softly, “I really need to talk to Doflamingo. A little boy about your age is very ill, 
and Doflamingo is the only one who can save him. But I cannot find him, so I need your help.” 


The girl's eyes widened. 
“You need me?” 


The boy grabbed her hand, but Rosinante saw his chance. The girl had a kind heart; he just needed 
to gain her sympathy. 


“Yes,” he said. “And I really really need to talk to Doflamingo. You see, he is my older brother, 
and...” 


He couldn't finish the sentence, because the girl's gentle face hardened, and she kicked him in the 
shin with surprising strength. Rosinante, who did not expect this, oofed and fell to the ground. 


“You! You're a bad man! You betrayed Young Master!” The girl prepared to kick him again, but 
Rosinante caught her by her collar, lifting her off the ground, careful not to hurt her. She struggled 
in his grasp, and holding her was becoming difficult, especially with Rosinante's other hand busy 
holding back the boy. He frowned; "Young Master’? Were these... Were these children somehow 
involved in Doffy's machinations? 


“Harassing children, really? This is a new low, Rosinante.” 


Rosinante stiffened; the girl in his grip stopped squirming and beamed, looking behind Rosinante's 
shoulder. 


“Young Master!” 


This voice. This voice did not change a bit, coming straight from Rosinante's nightmares. Slowly, 
he turned around. 


There was his brother, standing in the middle of the empty playground with his arms crossed. A 
sleek burgundy suit, blond hair styled in a perfect imitation of disheveledness, red-tinted 
sunglasses. Lips stretched in a smile that looked more like a snarl. 


“Doffy,” Rosinante mouthed silently. 


“Would you mind putting the girl down?” 


Rosinante blinked and finally unfroze, obeying. Both children immediately ran to Doflamingo and 
hid behind his legs, sticking their tongues at Rosinante. 


Rosinante licked his lips, his throat suddenly dry. Now that he had Doflamingo in front of him, he 
did not know what to say. For a moment, he felt sixteen again, facing the full force of his brother's 
wrath. 


Doflamingo sighed and pushed the glasses up the bridge of his nose. 
“Follow me.” 
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Rosinante was led to the bright, spacious office at the top of the building. Through the panoramic 
windows, he could see the entire city bathed in the orange evening light. It glinted on the polished 
wood of Doffy's desk, on the glass covering the paintings on the wall, and on the metal of the 
lamps, so that the office seemed on fire. The contents of this one office probably cost two million 
belli. 


Doflamingo went to the bar and poured two glasses of whiskey, giving one to Rosinante and 
downing his own in one go. 


“Well, brother dearest,” he said, sitting down in a leather chair and putting his feet on the desk, 
“you clearly do not take 'no' for an answer and do not understand hints. So here you have me. What 
do you want?” 


Rosinante's fingers dug into his knees. He hated this, hated having to beg his brother... But this was 
what he came here for. 


“T need your help,” he said. 
Doflamingo threw back his head and laughed. 


“Oh, this is priceless!” He giggled, adjusting his glasses. “But do go on, Rosi dear. I can't wait to 
hear more.” 


Calm. He needed to stay calm. 


“T have a son,” he said, proud of how even he sounded. “Adopted. He is very sick — he has the 
white lead disease. I went to the hospital, and they can save him, but the operation is very 
expensive. I...” here his voice hitched briefly, “I need two million belli.” 


This time, Doflamingo laughed long and heartily until he started wheezing. 


“And you came to me? To ask for money?” He wiped his eyes behind the glasses while Rosinante 
sat like a stone sculpture. “But Rosi, darling, I thought my money was dirty?” The sun was setting 
behind Doflamingo's back, and his face, bathed in shadow, looked eerie. “How did your father put 
it... bought with death and suffering of others?” 


Rosinante did not flinch. 
“T don't care,” he said. “I just want Law to live.” 
Doflamingo's smile vanished. 


“T see,” he said. Rosinante shivered. There was something in his brother's tone, something old and 


dark, like a stench from rotting flesh, a wound that was left to fester. But he realized that he truly 
did not care. Doffy could cut him in pieces here and now, and Rosinante wouldn't care, as long as 
Law got treated. 


Doflamingo put the tips of his fingers together. 
“You do realize that I don't run a charity. What are you prepared to do in return?” 
“Anything,” Rosinante said. 


Doflamingo opened a drawer of his desk, took out a gun, and threw it on the table in front of 
Rosinante. 


“Here,” he said. “Take it, go outside the building, and shoot the first five people you see.” 


The time seemed to stop, and the world went silent, narrowing down to the gun in front of him. 
Rosinante broke into a cold sweat; he stared at the gun, its heavy, iron reality weighing down on 
his heart, and cast an unbelieving, horrified glance at his brother. 


Doflamingo held his gaze for a moment and then laughed again. 


“Of course,” he chuckled, taking the gun and putting it back into the drawer. “I knew it. Your 
‘anything’ is very limited, just like everything about you. Relax, I'm just fucking with you.” His 
smile was not as cold anymore, and Rosinante felt the tension leave his shoulders a little. Goddamn 
Doffy and his sick jokes. 


“Fine, I suppose I can spare two million belli. It's not that I earned them through hard work or 
something,” Doffy kept grinning as he talked, spitting his usual venom, but all Rosinante could 
think about was that 'fine' in the beginning. Thank goodness, thank goodness, he agreed! “But I 
will give them to you on two conditions.” 


“Anything,” Rosinante breathed out before he realized what a stupid thing it was to say after what 
had just transpired. Doflamingo snickered and continued: 


“Condition number one.” He raised one long, carefully manicured finger. “Tomorrow, you will 
follow me around the entire day. Don't worry, you won't need to shoot anyone or even do 
anything,” he added before Rosinante could object. “Just stay with me and observe. Think you can 
do it?” 


Rosinante nodded; he was sure there was a catch, but this was most likely the best bargain he could 
get. 


“Just no ratting me out to your charming colleagues this time.” Doflamingo wagged his finger. “I 
get one inquiry from the police, and your brat gets a bullet in the head. Got it?” 


Rosinante gritted his teeth and nodded. A promise to keep his mouth shut he could take, but 
threatening Law's life was going too far. 


“And condition number two?” he asked, managing to sound civil. 
Doflamingo's grin widened. 
“That's a surprise! I will tell you tomorrow evening. So what do you say, dear brother? Deal?” 


Rosinante hated it, and did not trust a word out of Doffy's mouth, but what other choice did he 


have? 


“Deal.” 
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Rosinante spent the night in a cheap hotel. He did not want to go home and explain what he was 
doing - and with whom. The next morning, he showed up at Donquixote Industries and was 
promptly invited upstairs. 


Doffy was standing in front of his office, dressed impeccably (this time, in a red suit, although the 
effect was ruined by that horrible feather coat). He was talking to a dark-haired man in a silk 
necktie and sunglasses. 


“Young Master, I swear, I have it under control,” the man was saying, but Doffy raised a hand, 
silencing him. 


“T do not doubt you for a moment, Pink, it's not because of anything you did. I just want to give my 
precious baby brother a little tour, that's all. Ah, there he is!” Doflamingo waved and sent 
Rosinante one of his brightest smiles. “Let's go, Rosi, time is money. Just enjoy your day off,” he 
said to the man named Pink. “My greetings to your wife.” 


They left the man frowning and confused. Doffy headed straight to a private elevator that took 
them to a side exit from the building (so that's why Rosinante never saw his brother enter the 
premises), and then to what had to be the gaudiest, pinkest sports car Rosinante had ever seen. He 
got into the passenger seat, trying to ignore the churning in his stomach, and grabbed the door 
handle when Doffy sped out of the parking lot in a manner that definitely should've gotten him 
arrested. 


Rosinante remained silent throughout the drive, not really knowing what to talk about. His skin 
was crawling with premonition, dozens of ideas about what Doffy had planned swarming in his 
head, each nastier than the next. Doffy was whistling some pop song, changing lanes every other 
second, as if every car in front of him offended him personally. 


They stopped in front of a sports equipment shop in an unassuming mid-income neighborhood, and 
Rosinante got out of the car after Doffy. His brother was rummaging in the trunk, and when he 
finally closed it, Rosinante's stomach clenched: Doffy was holding a skein of fishing line and a 
baseball bat. 


“Come, Rosi,” he said, his bared teeth white and sharp, and Rosinante had nothing to do but obey. 


Doffy entered the empty shop with an energetic, springy stride, twirling the bat and still whistling 
the same earworm of a song. The clerk at the counter jumped to his feet but gulped and sat right 
back down when he saw Doffy. Doflamingo ignored him, walking straight to the back of the shop, 
through the dimly lit corridor cluttered with boxes and dusty sports equipment, and to a small 
office. He opened the door with a kick. 


A sturdy middle-aged man who was lying on a couch and scrolling through his phone blanched at 
the sight of Doffy, jumped up, and reached for the gun on the coffee table next to him, but 


screamed and dropped it when a swing of a baseball bat crushed his wrist. The man fell to his 
knees, cradling his hand; his whole body was trembling. A kick to his temple knocked him out in 
an instant. 


Rosinante flinched, his hands automatically moving to where his own gun would've been if he 
were on duty. He opened his mouth, but Doflamingo cut him off before he could say anything: 


“Not now, Rosi, big brother is working.” 


Rosinante shut his mouth, swallowing a scalding remark, and put his hands into his pockets to hide 
his balled fists. What did Doflamingo say the day before? Rosinante was supposed to follow him 
and observe. Just observe. 


He was doing this for Law. 


“Y-young Master, Mr. Donquixote, please,” the man babbled when he came to his senses with the 
fishing line around his wrists and throat; tears and snot were dribbling down his face. He wasn't 
even hurt that much; what was wrecking him was fear. 


Doffy tsked at him, shaking his head. 


“Come on, Wallace, don't be like that. You knew what you were getting into when you decided to 
steal from me. And if you didn't, you are too stupid to live.” 


“T didn't do it, Young Master, please!” Doffy moved his fingers, and the fishing line around the 
man's throat tightened, digging into his skin until it bled. “Aaaagh! It wasn't me!” 


Doffy looked bored. 
“You're wasting my time. Where is my money, Wallace?” 


“T don't kno-aaaagh!” The baseball bat hit the man in the knees, and Rosinante winced at the sound 
of cracking bone. He felt like he was in a nightmare or watching a deranged snuff film — not quite 
present, but unable to look away. And Doffy was hard to look away from: his every movement was 
fluid and flashy, like he was dancing. The wide grin never left his lips. 


The man coughed blood when Doffy landed another hit, and jolt like a puppet when Doffy played 
with the fishing line, choking the man and releasing him to let him talk a little —- and Rosinante was 
not surprised when he finally broke: 


“Tt's in the safe, in the safe! Behind the poster!” The man jerked his head, pointing with his chin at 
the old crinkled poster of a sexy bikini lady. “I will tell you the combination, please, Young 
Master, I'm sorry! I did not know it was yours, I swear!” 


Doffy took off the poster, and the safe was indeed there. The combination worked, of course; 
Rosinante thought that the man named Wallace would've sold his own mother at the moment. 
Doffy took out a leather bag from the safe and briefly looked inside. He clicked his tongue, took 
out a stack of bills, and sat down on the table to count, resting his feet against Wallace's bent back. 
The man was whimpering quietly, trickles of blood running down his throat from the cuts made by 
the fishing line. 


“Seems like all is in order,” Doffy said, packing the money and hopping off the table. He was 
smiling again. “Damn, Wallace, you really are stupid.” 


Then he took out a gun and shot the man in the head. 


Rosinante flinched, his body moving forward out of reflex — trying to save, to stop — but it was too 
late. Wallace went limp in the chair, his jaw slacked with the last expression he had in his life: 
terror. The wall behind him was splattered with brain matter. 


Now, Rosinante had seen death in his line of work, and had lost people to gunfights in cramped 
shops or alleyways; but he had never witnessed an execution. And this was what it was: execution. 
Which his brother performed with an unwavering smile on his face. 


Doflamingo had already put the gun away and grabbed the leather bag. 
“Well, we're done here. Let's go, Rosi.” 


It took Rosinante a moment to get his feet moving; his body was numb, and he almost tripped in 
the cluttered hallway, had Doffy not caught him by the arm. His touch made Rosinante shudder, 
reality hitting him full force. 


His brother made him witness an execution. And Rosinante couldn't arrest him, couldn't stop him, 
couldn't do anything. He had never felt so helpless. Even if he had a gun and handcuffs with him, 
he had Law's operation on the line. 


Rosinante shivered, although there was no breeze in the hallway. Would he have traded Law's life 
for Wallace's? The man was most likely a criminal too, but was it Rosinante's right to judge who 
lives and who dies? 


They walked past the trembling clerk and out of the shop, straight to Doffy's car. Rosinante 
squinted at the light of a grey and cloudy day, impossibly bright after the dim electric yellowness 
of the shop. Doflamingo looked down and cursed. 


“Fuck, the asshole got blood on my shoes.” He put the baseball bat and the fishing line into the 
trunk and took out a soft velvet cloth. “Give me a second, Rosi.” 


Rosinante watched his brother clean his footwear in silence. The feeling of otherworldliness did not 
go away; it was as if he was floating, stuck in the middle of a nightmare. This was for Law. 
Rosinante was doing this for Law. He would get his money and leave, never to see his brother 
again, forgotten like a bad dream. He would never tell his father where he got the money, because 
Father would hope, and Rosinante could see that there was no hope here. His brother was dead, and 
the creature putting the stained cloth back into the trunk and throwing the leather bag in the 
backseat was a soulless, heartless body, animated by pure malice. 


He got into the car with the creature, and they drove off. 


Doflamingo seemed to be in good spirits again, now that the job was done and his shoes were 
clean. 


“Man, I haven't done this in years,” he shared, like a parrot that enjoyed the sound of its own voice. 
“T suppose I gotta pay my men more, dealing with such scum is exhausting. I'm hungry, are you 
hungry?” Rosinante shook his head. “Suit yourself. Let's stop for lunch anyway, I know a great 
place nearby.” 


The place was nice, Rosinante supposed, although he couldn't fully appreciate it. His stomach was 
tightened into a knot, and even if he would put a piece of food in his mouth, he was certain he 
wouldn't be able to swallow it. So he sat at the table across from his brother, poking his salad while 
the waiters fussed around Doffy, pouring wine for him and checking if he liked the starters. It 
seemed he was a regular customer here. 


Doffy took his sweet time drinking his coffee after lunch, but then he checked his watch and stood 
up, grinning. 


“Alright Rosi, time for the next stop in our schedule. Let's not keep people waiting, shall we?” 
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This time, Doffy drove him into the city port, past the rows of containers and to one of the empty 
warehouses. This already looked like a scene from a gangster movie, and Rosinante briefly 
wondered if his brother chose the set and decorations just for him. 


“Greetings, gentlemen!” Doffy announced his arrival, entering the warehouse with his arms spread 
wide, his feather coat making his figure seem larger than it was. “Sorry we're late — traffic, you 
know.” 


A faint murmur went through the group of men that stood at the back wall of the warehouse, all 
dressed in inconspicuous clothing. Some of them seemed unnerved, some angry. 


“Where is Pink?” one of them — the leader, probably? - asked in a low, snappy tone. 


“Am I not pink enough for you?” Doffy gestured at his coat and then laughed, ignoring the rising 
displeasure among the men. 


Rosinante heard Doflamingo's name muttered by one of the men, and some other words - “came 
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himself’, “just two of them’, “serious”. 
Doflamingo heard them too, for his smile became sharper. 


“Don't think you're so important simply because I came to meet you myself. I am just giving my 
sweet little brother a tour, showing him the ropes, so to speak.” He patted Rosinante's back. “Now, 
about that unfortunate incident with the yacht...” 


“You knew it was our territory,” the leader said, raising his voice. “That was a declaration of war, 
and we will see it as such unless you give us a good reason not to.” He sounded harsh, demanding, 
and Rosinante had to suppress the instinctive urge to cower and make himself smaller; talking like 
this to Doffy was a death wish. No one talked like this to Doffy. He cast a side glance at his brother 
and saw a vein on his temple bulge. But the men (a rival gang?) clearly had no idea about Doffy's 
body language. 


“My, my,” Doffy's voice was still sweet as honey. “Such brave words, gentlemen.” 


Suddenly the back door of the warehouse opened, and another man slipped inside, hurrying to the 
leader. He started whispering in his ear, and Rosinante saw the man's facial expression change 
from surprise to suspicion to excitement — until it settled down into resolve. 


“He really came alone,” the leader said, stepping back into his ranks. “Kill the motherfucker!” 


Rosinante's reflexes activated before he could realize what was going on and threw him behind a 
concrete pillar. And then he realized that Doffy was not with him, and there were cries and 
gunshots resounding in the warehouse. No one was firing at Rosinante. 


He peeked out of his cover, and what he saw was carnage: two men were already lying on the 
ground, one clutching his stomach, another unconscious; the leader, together with another man, 
were hiding behind some crates, shooting at Doffy, who had the third man in a headlock, using 
him as a shield, and returned fire, while advancing toward his two adversaries like a terrible, 


unrelenting force. It seemed like instead of diving for cover, he rushed right at his enemies, turning 
the gunfight into a brawl. 


In a couple of minutes, it was finished. Doffy snapped the neck of his struggling and shouting 
human shield and wiped the sweat off his forehead. Rosinante stepped out of his cover. 


“What's with the people today?” Doflamingo had the audacity to sound incredulous. “They are 
being so stupid!’ He replaced the cartridge in his gun and fired a finishing shot into the head of the 
last living man — the one who was rolling on the floor, clutching his stomach. 


“Must be your charming personality,” Rosinante couldn't help but snap back. His heart was 
pounding so hard he felt it in his throat. 


He had always known Doffy was capable of violence, but somehow, his brother's flamboyant 
appearance and motor mouth created an impression of a man who was just a big show-off. But 
now, with what Rosinante had seen... Doflamingo went against five armed men with a confidence 
that was both reckless and terrifying, because it was well-founded. He took them down. Without 
hesitation. Without fault. 


His brother was truly a monster. 


And then Rosinante looked at Doflamingo again and spotted a red blot growing on his coat's 
shoulder. 


“Doffy,” he called and pointed at it. 
Doflamingo stared at the blot for a second, touched it — and winced. 


“Ow,” he said, sounding almost like a huffy child. 
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The first aid kit was fished out of the trunk of Doffy's car, and Rosinante almost burst into 
hysterical laughter: this car was outfitted according to all rules and legal requirements, wasn't it? 
His laughter died in his throat when he saw Doflamingo take off his coat and jacket; his shirt's 
sleeve was soaked with blood. 


Apparently, his brother still bled like an ordinary human; what a strange thought. It brought back 
unwanted memories: of little Doflamingo coming home with a bleeding nose and bruised legs, of 
Rosi putting a band-aid on a deep scratch on his forehead. Doflamingo had always been reckless. 


He could've died today if one of the other gangsters got a little bit luckier. 


Shivers ran down Rosinante's spine. And maybe it was this thought that made him take the first aid 
kit from his brother's hands and start patching him up. 


Fortunately, the wound was not serious: the bullet only grazed Doflamingo's shoulder, and 
Rosinante was able to bandage it quite well, if he were to say so himself. Doflamingo hissed in 
pain when Rosinante cleaned his wound but seemed to mourn his stained coat more than his 
injured shoulder. 


“Why are you doing this?” Rosinante asked as he inspected the result of his work. Doflamingo 
hummed, raising an eyebrow in question. “Everything you've done today — shouldn't this be a job 
for your thugs? Why do it yourself?” 


Doflamingo chuckled, his constant smile a perfect mask. 


“Let's say I'm nostalgic. I have my brother with me, I am doing menial jobs — just like in good old 
days.” He tilted his head to look into Rosinante's eyes, although his own eyes were still hidden 
behind the glasses. “You don't have anything to complain about, do you? I'm not making you do 
anything.” 


Except watch Doffy kill and torture without a chance to stop him. 


Rosinante wanted to squirm under Doffy's scrutiny. His brother was lying, he knew that — or, 
perhaps, not telling him the whole truth, and it left a nasty crawling feeling at the back of 
Rosinante's head. What was his brother aiming for? What was his second condition going to be? 
Would he try to make Rosinante take the blame for him? 


And yet, despite himself, Rosinante couldn't help but give into some sad nostalgia as well. Good 
old days, huh? Was this what his brother used to do during his long absences from home? While 
Rosi went to school, Doflamingo pummeled debtors with a baseball bat and fought for territory 
with other gangs, risking his life, only to go and eat ice cream with Rosi afterward — a brief, quiet 
moment of respite. 


Doflamingo interrupted his train of thought by standing up, rolling his shoulder for a test, and then 
heading straight to the cooling corpses, which he proceeded to methodically loot. 


Rosinante blinked, not quite believing his eyes, as he watched Doflamingo, the CEO of a 
successful company and the most powerful mob boss in the city empty the dead gang members' 
pockets and go through the contents of their wallets. 


“Doffy, seriously?” 


“What?” His brother grinned at him, checking out one of the dead men's rings and pocketing it. 
“You've been poor for all your life, Rosi. Didn't you learn to never leave anything to waste?” 


They stopped at a small pawnshop later, where Doffy dropped the looted rings, wristwatches, and 
golden chains on the counter and collected cash from a slimy, subservient clerk who kept praising 
“Young Master” and thanking him for the honor of visiting his “old business partner”. The cash 
went into the same leather bag that Doffy took from the safe in the morning. 


The sun was moving toward the horizon, and Doffy drove to a different restaurant for dinner. This 
time, Rosinante ate with him. The nasty feeling in his stomach did not go away, but perhaps 
Rosinante came to terms with his fate for this day. It was almost evening; soon, he would be free. 


He tried not to think about the mysterious “condition number two” that his brother was yet to 
reveal. 
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It was already dark when they parked at the back of a building that looked like a cheap hotel from 
the outside. Doffy left his coat and the bag with the money in the backseat; Rosinante supposed 
that no sane person would rob Doflamingo's car (which was hard not to recognize). 


They entered the building through the back door, and as they walked into the lobby, it became 
clear to Rosinante that this place was no hotel: it was a brothel. And not a cheap one. 


Doflamingo left him on a couch, sweating under the curious eyes of a dozen young women and 
men, all lounging on the puffs and sofas around the lobby. Two were smoking hookah, and some 


had colorful fruity cocktails in their hands. Their clothes were rather classy, though: nothing too 
revealing, but rather highlighting the shapes and curves of their bodies. 


Doflamingo went to the reception counter, where he was met by a woman in her fifties, still 
beautiful and well-groomed. She greeted “Young Master” with joy that felt genuine, but as 
Doflamingo talked to her (he was leaning on the counter with his back to Rosinante), the woman's 
expression was changing. She seemed to be trying to object or convince Doflamingo of something, 
while Doflamingo pushed — until she conceded, uncertain and confused. She gave Doffy a set of 
keys with a deep bow. Doflamingo kissed her hand, made a flirty hand-wave at a couple of women 
on the couches, and headed straight to Rosinante. 


“Let's go,” he said, and Rosinante, once again, followed. 


The elevator ride was awkward; Doffy was twirling the keys on his finger, Rosinante steamed in 
worried silence. He hoped he did not have to watch his brother fuck some poor prostitute, or worse, 
join him. Or was Doffy using this brothel as another secret torture chamber, and it was time for 
more bashed kneecaps and slit throats? 


But when they entered the room prepared for them, they found it empty. For a brothel, it was... 
decent. No lewd photos on the wall, no purple-and-red velvet; but the carpet was lush and fluffy, 
the lighting soft and pleasant, the walls were adorned with wooden panels, and the bed was giant. 
There was also a massive chest of drawers, probably full of toys and whatever sex gear they used 
in this place. 


Doflamingo took off his jacket, checked his face in the mirror, combing his hair with his fingers, 
and then went to the room's wall. He pressed some unseen button, and slid the wooden panel to the 
side, opening a spacious niche. 


“There you go, Rosi,” he said, “get in.” 
Rosinante arched an eyebrow. 

“What's this about?” 

Doflamingo snickered. 


“This is my, ah, special room. You have no idea how much information one can spill in the throes 
of passion, especially if you are worked over by an expert — and the girls and boys here are experts. 
But today, we are not fishing for information. Come on, get in.” 


Rosinante had nothing to do but comply. The niche was quite big: there was enough space even for 
a tall man like him to sit comfortably. Doffy winked at him and closed it. 


“Stay quiet.” 


Rosinante was still able to see his smirking face through the fine grate in the panel that looked 
purely decorative from the outside. He could see and hear everything that was going on in the 
room, and it made him nervous. What was Doffy planning? What was Rosinante supposed to 

watch? 


Meanwhile, he could observe his brother walk around the room, take off his clothes, fold them, 
and put them in the wardrobe, replacing them with a silken bathrobe. He checked his bandaged 
shoulder and disappeared into the bathroom. For a while, Rosinante was listening to the sound of 
the running water and his brother's humming. 


It was dark in the niche, and Rosinante started to doze off when the sound of a key turning in the 
lock jolted him awake. Doffy, who was resting on the bed with a magazine, got up. 


Two middle-aged men entered the room; both wore well-tailored suits and carried their coats in 
their arms; both had expensive haircuts and watches, although one was obviously balding. 


“Gentlemen! Welcome!” Doflamingo greeted them like best friends. Suddenly Rosinante noticed 
that he was wearing a black domino mask instead of his sunglasses; he probably put it on while 
Rosinante was asleep. 


The men exchanged glances. 


“We expected someone... younger,” one of them said, displeased, but it did not affect Doffy's 
overly friendly demeanor in the slightest. 


“The madam knows what she is doing.” He winked at them, running a hand down the frowning 
man's chest. “If you are unhappy with our service, you will get a full refund. But I don't think you'll 
be unhappy,” he added, voice dropping to a sultry purr. 


Rosinante recoiled, nearly hitting his head against the back wall of the niche, his heart thumping so 
loudly that for a while, he could hear nothing else. What was Doffy doing?! It couldn't be... He 
was a goddamn crime lord, he ruled half of the city, why was he... 


The sounds from outside the niche reached him again — wet, sloppy sounds of kissing, the rustle of 
clothes being discarded, muffled thud of knees hitting the carpeted floor. 


“You better not disappoint,” one of the men said, a little breathless. 
“T never disappoint, dear sirs,” that was Doffy. Sweet, charming, unfamiliar. 


Rosinante curled up in a ball, staring at his knees, wishing to be anywhere but here, not watching — 
but the sounds kept assaulting him: the men's grunts, the awful suckling noises, the smack of flesh 
against flesh. 


“Holy shit... yes, take it, bitch!” 


“Get this thing off.” Something soft hit the wooden panel that concealed Rosinante, blocking the 
light for a moment, and he glanced in that direction. Doffy's bathrobe, he realized. 


“Hey, what the hell?” Rosinante saw one of the men — the one who had Doffy's head pressed to his 
crotch — stare at his bandaged shoulder. But then Doffy must've done something, because the man 
groaned and thrust his hips forward, forgetting his question. 


Rosinante turned his face away again; he felt nauseous, and the only thing stopping him from 
vomiting was Doflamingo's order to be quiet. You are doing this for Law, he reminded himself, but 
thinking of Law here, in this room, made him want to throw up even more. 


It felt like it lasted forever — the sex noises, the moans, the choking sounds, the obscenities. 
Seconds crawled like snails, while Rosinante's pulse was racing, thrumming in his ears. But then, 
like everything, it came to an end. 


The sounds of the two men dressing up took Rosinante out of the pained trance he fell into. His 
whole body ached, stiff from tension. 


“T have to admit,” one of the men said, “‘your madam was right. You were born for fucking, babe.” 


Rosinante flinched; no one talked to Doffy like this. He peeked through the grid again, half- 
expecting to see the man collapse on the floor, face smashed by Doffy's fist, but he was still there, 
putting on the coat, while Doffy was leaning on the wall next to him, stark naked. 


“Told you so,” he purred. The man grinned at him and took out his wallet. He picked a thick stack 
of bills and held them in the air. 


“Open your mouth, darling.” 
Doffy chuckled and did just that, allowing the man to place the bills between his lips. 


“Can we see your face?” The other man asked, a little shyly; he was standing in the doorway, 
crumpling his coat in his hands, all his brutish cockiness lost. 


Doffy took the bills out of his mouth and pressed a finger to his lips. 
“That's a bonus for regular customers. Come again, and we shall see.” 


Finally, the men left, and the door shut behind them. Rosinante heard Doffy stretch and crack his 
neck. He picked up his bathrobe, put it on, and only then walked up to Rosinante and opened the 
panel. 


“Rise and shine, Rosi.” Rosinante squinted at the light, thankful to it, for it saved him from 
meeting his brother's eyes. “Fifty percent tip, not bad. I might even consider leaving these two 
suckers alive.” Doffy laughed, but this time, it was a cold, metallic sound. “I'm going to take a 
shower.” 


The stack of bills, slightly damp, fell onto his lap, and Rosinante shuddered. His skin was 
crawling, and his eyes burned. 
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They were sitting in the car in a dark parking lot, smoking. Or rather, Doflamingo was smoking; 
Rosinante's cigarette had long since gone cold between his fingers. After they left the brothel, 
Doflamingo drove to Rosinante's neighborhood but stopped a block away from his house. 


“Doffy?” Rosinante asked when the silence became unbearable. “What's next?” 


Doflamingo took a long drag and threw the cigarette out of the window with a flick of his fingers. 
Then he turned around, reached into the backseat, and took the leather bag. He unzipped it, put the 
brothel money inside, adding it to everything that had been collected during the day, and dropped 
the bag onto Rosinante's lap. 


“There you go,” he said. “Two million belli.” 
Rosinante froze, staring at the bag, not comprehending. 


“T already contacted the hospital,” Doflamingo continued. He was obviously pleased with himself, 
savoring every word. “They are ready to operate as soon as you bring the money. And you will 
have to use this money, because you are not getting a single belli from me beyond that.” His voice 
was full of triumph, dark and heated, coating Rosinante's skin like boiling tar. “This is the deal 
you've made, dear Rosi. Every time you'll see your kid, you will remember what paid for his life.” 


Slowly, Rosinante was able to tear his eyes from the heavy bag in his lap and look at Doflamingo. 
His brother did not take off his sunglasses, even in the night, but he wasn't smiling anymore. 


“Of course, you can always donate it to charity,” he said, baring his teeth — this wasn't a smile 
either. “But then, I'm afraid, the boy will die. What do you say, Rosi?” He tilted his head. “Is the 
kid a worthier price for your conscience than your college?” For one brief moment, his voice 
cracked like brittle glass, and suddenly Rosinante remembered — flashes of that awful day before he 
called the police on Doffy, pieces of Doffy's furious speech. 


I beat the debts out of people. I picked pockets. I sucked dicks in the back alleys. Are you ashamed, 
Father? 


Dirty money. That Rosinante gave away without hesitation. 
Rosinante's lips moved at last. 


“T'm sorry, Doffy,” he said. Anger and disgust that churned in him throughout the day subsided, 
replaced by unexpected, deep sadness. “I did not do it to hurt you.” 


“Of course, you didn't. And your father did not mean to kill Mother when he gave his money 
away.” Doflamingo turned away, resting his hands on the steering wheel. For some reason, 
Rosinante's eyes got fixated on the place on Doflamingo's shoulder where his suit's sleeve was torn 
by the bullet from earlier. “I wonder what this kid of yours has that your mother and brother didn't; 
what made you forget your righteous ways.” The corners of his mouth twitched, but whether in a 
grin or a frown, Rosinante did not know. “Here is my second condition, Rosinante. Take the 
money, get out, and never come to me again.” 


He pressed a button, and the door on Rosinante's side opened. The night breeze blew in, cooling 
his sweaty forehead. 


Doflamingo looked at him — for the last time, Rosinante thought with an aching feeling in his 
stomach. 


“If I ever see your face again,” Doflamingo said, “I'll kill you.” His lips stretched in that signature 
grin of his. “Your kid can come over, though. Perhaps he will be interested in a career with me - 
I'm already kind of investing in him, after all.” 


With the bag pressed to his chest, Rosinante got out of the car. He walked away on numb legs, 
somehow managing not to trip, and heard the thud of the door closing — but not the sound of a 
starting engine. When he reached the edge of the parking lot, he cast a glance over his shoulder. 


Doffy's car was still standing where it was. His brother's profile was a black silhouette against the 
feeble light of the parking lot's lamps, sharp and unmoving. 


The bag in Rosinante's hands felt like a ton of lead, like shackles that he put around his wrists of his 
own free will. 
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